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into Souieda and was carried on the uplifted hands of
his soldiers as they rode horseback through the streets.
Our people and even the French troops scrambled over
one another in the crowds in order to catch a glimpse of
him. The French themselves offered to rebuild his castle,
but he refused them courteously, saying, 'A house that
cannot protect its guest is unworthy to stand, and you did
right to destroy it.5 And thus it lies as you see to this
day."

In one of the five intact chambers of the castle, Katie
and I slept that night, again Oriental-wise on pallets.
Daoud and Fouad Obeyid slept in an adjoining chamber.

Two days later we were pushing farther back into the
Djebel, to visit another great Druse war-chief of the
same family, Hussein Pasha Atrash, lord of Anz. We
had to abandon the Cadillac and take to camels.

Anz, which we reached just before twilight, was a
huge rambling castle-fortress on a hillside, with some
hundreds of flat-roofed, thick-walled stone houses massed
close beneath it, on the slope.

Servants met us at a gateway in the castle wall, and
followed us, leading our camels, into the courtyard with
its stables and granaries.

A steep, straight, narrow flight of steps led upward
for more than a hundred feet to a colonnaded terrace,
which overlooked the valley. From the terrace, we en-
tered the main reception hall, high-ceilinged, richly
rugged and tapestried in Oriental style, but with velvet-
upholstered, gilded furniture of European design brought
on the backs of camels from Damascus. In one corner of
the room stood an enormous European bed of state, high-
posted, and with an elaborate canopy. It was the only